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CATTLE FOR SLAUGHIER 


When will you wake up to the onslaught of utter 
annihilation of what it not only takes, but what as well 
means to be a satanist? Will you fall victim to the failed 
ideology of a “vampyr” or will you step up and take 
action against the false narrative that so many self- 
acclaimed “satanists” dwell and follow. 

These sheep are our enemies, and they hold no value 
in not only their satanic character but as well their 
overall lack of self awareness; a refresh is a much 
needed step in critically acclaiming what has 
ultimately been tainted by false and_ politically 
incorrect organizations that claim to have a 
understanding of what it means to be a inherently evil 
amoral bastard, ultimately we among the Satanic Front 
seek to achieve our excellence through actual work and 
prosperity; we are the boogeymen that dwell in your 
neighborhoods and we certainly aren’t afraid of 
conflict or anyone of these clowns who deem Satanism 
to be a means of merely acting in sense of sad attempts 
of validation seeking and fakery. Don’t fall victim to 
being a sheep, instead be a wolf amongst Satans 
kingdom. 


FALSEHOODS OF REALITY 


The reality is that your idea of “safety” is merely a wall 
created by you to feel a sense of comfort, but 
ultimately your wall can be smashed down in the 
matter of seconds by the crushing weight of reality 
coming down at you at full force; and this reality is that 
of the pretentious douchebags you so very treaded. 

We are a machine, a Cog even; built on the very fiber 
of hatred and terror, this emotion is utmost authentic 
and what drives us towards a trajectory that is truly 
amoral and devilish, there will be no and if or butts or 
timeouts in a situation of life or death and one must be 
prepared to take on and neutralize a threat if 
needed. If it sounds extreme then that means you have 
already failed at the first stage of understanding what 
is fake and real, this is simply just life in itself and what 
we view as our reality, in our reality amongst the front 
we seek to euthanize parasites in which are meant to 
be destroyed and sent to be slaughtered on an 
industrial scale, and truly these “Krishna Vampires” 
and so called “Niners” are the scum and parasites in 


which | speak of. Ultimately you’re either the 
contribution towards a higher goal or the contributor 
of idiocy; the choice is yours but ultimately the grass is 
greener on the other side so choose wisely and get in 
contact with us; don’t fall victim towards another 
man's idea, instead make yourself the idea to be 
followed by others whom seek to be something not only 
formed by you but as well crafted in a way that makes 
them truly satanic and dangerous operators under the 
wing of Satan himself. 


GRAPHIC BY IAN MOONE 


FUCK MORALITY 


We are in the age in Satanism where people are starting 
to get squeaky clean, afraid to get their hands 
dirty; ultimately we are as well at a point in which 
radicalization is losing its meaning and many so called 
“Satanist” recoil at the notion of no limit sadism and 
are quick to assume a almost snobby elitist attitude 
about being above such things. Ultimately this 
ingenuity is repulsive and most of all reflects deeply 
into the character of these fakers, furthering the need 
to expose these hobbyists and their insincere motives; 
Satanism is meant to be a liberating tool used to 
ultimately destroy the moral mandate in which has 
been instilled from generations of Abrahamic 
indoctrination, ultimately freeing ourselves from the 
mental slavery and eventually formulating 
the dissolving process of morality and its foundation. 
Furthermore, acquiring both knowledge and 
experience will reward an aspiring Satanist to obtain 
the full ability of utilizing this amoral capability to 
achieve whichever they may desire. 


So in that case, | say fuck that mandate and be 
SATANIC. 


Rape Women! Murder! Deceive! Steal! 


Be a fucking psychopath, because truly this is the way 
of dealing with the current epidemic of pansy 
pampered wannabes; the only way to beat these 
pseudo-intellectuals is to simply be a sophisticated 
individual with a trajectory that has manifested itself 
into a weapon that can cause some serious damage. 
Stripping this foreign mind virus is required to progress 
a path that is horror incarnated, become a devil in flesh 
and be both evil and insidious; and most of all it doesn’t 
require the nonsense that organizations claim are 
required to reach a certain threshold. 

The acknowledgment of such enlightenment is a step in 
the right direction, and then ultimately adaptation is 
of utmost importance, furthermore this way of life 
should and will make those wannabes upset and look at 
you as disgusting; challenge their very beliefs and flip 
the narrative and become the polar opposite of their 
very being, here upon is where the main focus in 
striving as an agent of hate takes form. 


CANNIBALISTIC RAPE 
AND 
MISOGYNY 


Many so-called “NatSoc Satanist” claim Jews to be the 
most deserving of wrathful judgment and ultimate 
destruction; but in reality the most deserving species is 
women who claim they are above men in anyway 
possible. 

Merely their existence is based of emotional and 
egoistic beliefs, unfit to serve any higher purpose that 
is above mere housework and child birthing, they are 
nothing more than fleshlights begging to be fucked and 
used by men who hate their very existence, ultimately 
these so called independent “women” are just hunks of 
meat awaiting to be raped and have their cunts defiled 
and “womanhood” violated under a hate 
filled ecstasy. 

As well when | say they’re meat, | mean it. 

Look at a woman as if she’s nothing but a juicy steak 
awaiting to be devoured and used as_ nutritious 
supplements for physically active men; if it helps, look 
at these dumb bimbo sluts as protein intake for your 
next workout, because truly this is the way of our male 
nature. Get fucking swoll and Devour the weak! 


And why stop at women? 


Who’s to say children are off limits. 

| say fuck it, if it’s what you want and desire go fuck 
yourself a kid. Because truly what’s more evil than 
attacking something that’s only filled with innocence, 
many so called modern day “Satanist” snarl at the very 
idea and topic of acts such as these due to their nature 
of being a pussyfooted egotistical retard. 


“I LIKE CHILDREN THEY ARE TASTY” 
~ Albert Fish ~ 


Ultimately whatever dark desires you have you mustn’t 
suppress them and deny their very existence, 
ultimately this is weak and nonsensical; after all we are 
the strangers your parents warned you about. 

START ACTING LIKE IT. 


Ultimately finding a wife that is obedient is of utmost 
importance to the aspiring Satanist, as she should 
become reliant on living through YOUR labors and YOUR 
wealth; this*ll ultimately not be an easy task due to the 
large influx of “self independent women”. 

These females must be put in place and raped, simple 
as that. Life before when women had no rights seemed 
comfortable and relaxing; though their complaints and 
crybaby behaviors towards the man’s government has 
ultimately landed with these sluts being granted the 
call for, dare | say it, equality. 

Beforehand the woman tended to the children and the 
home while the husband went to work and got shit in 
order, but due to increase of retarded activism and 
liberalism it has ultimately caused these whimpering 
leeches to apply pressure and annoyance towards our 
collective patriarchy; all women are merely just 
succubi who are deviant and reliant on attention and 
sexual pleasures of men, they claim they can live 
without us but ultimately a world without men isn’t a 
world anymore, it’s a fucking failed romance reality 
show filled with vaginas that will forever hunger in heat 
yearning for a man’s cock to thrust her womanhood. 


Furthermore upon my collective research of behaviors 
of women | have discovered what | believe to be the 
most suitable wife and phenotype that can tend to a 
man’s desires, and that is ultimately women of Muslim 
descent; these women are practically raised to be 
obedient little cock sleeves from birth due to their sand 
nigger religious restrictions, this can be a vein in which 
the devil in flesh can manipulate and control to create 
a Stockholm Syndromatic Wife that will do anything to 
attend to her husband’s needs. 

Muslim succubi should bow down to Satanic Front and 
accept their life as the fleshlights they are and forever 
will remain as, they will NOT disobey and even think 
about having an opinion or thought of their own; they 
are slaves and nothing more! 

Their opinions are only of their husband’s opinion, and 
they shall and WILL birth darlings that will be 
sodomized and indoctrinated into this life of obedience 
through manipulation and torture in an MKU sort of 
manner. 


Ultimately when you die, so do they! 


Hail SATAN! 


Blair Tyrant 
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THE DEVIL 


WANTS 
BLOODSHED 
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5 
THE SCORCHED EARTH 


A path tainted in the blood of victims from the 
genocidal armageddon dealt by the crooked hand of 
heretics releases a voice of both damnation and 
despair amongst the war torn nation, almost 
paralyzing, this death rattling croak of hell holds the 
key towards our limited feeble existence. Now | am 
become death, destroyer of worlds that once thrived 
with families and life has now turned into the rotted 
remains of once was, and will ultimately never be 
again; the ashes of this world will forever be casted in 
the wind and bring nothing but darkness in its 

wake. From this tainted path a once loving heart will 
inevitably become frozen over from the darkness in 
which it has endured, and it will awaken a new world 
in which is unforgiving and overall hateful towards the 
damned souls that dwell in the scorched lands; 
forever wandering, searching for a purpose in which 
will never be fulfilled. This new existence will bring 
damnation to the ever searching nomads of forgotten 


beginnings, and as well bring the frozen heart a sense 
of warmth and new found sense of belonging, this new 
purpose will take form and therefore guide the 
forgotten nomads and bestow to them their purpose; 
in which was to leave behind the war torn remains of 
humanity and strip away the emotions in which held 
them back from their underlying supernal 

abilities. The heart began to rebuild what was 
already destroyed and make it better, ultimately 
establishing his kingdom and preparing his army of 
those who were once damned nomads into warriors 
crafted from the ground of ashes and obsidian; 
ultimately his new kin will be of the very soil in which 
harbored the very chaos that was once a warmonger 
of humanity. This new army would be the dwellers of 
the new infernal empire and become the horrifying 
voice of hell which would echo throughout the 
catacombs of earth; merely awaiting to break through 
the new earthly grounds like locusts awaiting for 
hatch. This coming of the infernal empire will destroy 
the weak cattle who sought the false sense of security 
and comfort, thus reaping devilish judgment upon a 
world that would become their own under the new 
leadership of their overseer; the heart in which is the 
form of the once nuclear armageddon of the forgotten 


lands. The seeker and hunter that gave the damned 
both the choice and the sword, beyond the scorched 
earth... 


INHUMAN SALVATION 


We yearn in sublime agony 

For a taste of inhuman salvation 

Our bold and brazen shouts 

Exhortations of conflagration 

As specters and shades manifest on the dismal horizon 


We march steadfastly towards bright and bitter 
Armageddon 
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SIDERARMS 
FOR THE 
APOCALYPSE 
SF EDITION 


The .38 Revolver as a Post-Socital Weapon 


The .38 Revolver is and has been a reliable weapon for 
many years, of course, it's most notoriety stems from 
old classic western movies; though how exactly does 
this weapon hold up in an apocalyptic setting? 
Ultimately we must understand the weapon itself. 


The .38 Revolver is a small reliable handgun chambered 
in a .38SC, it works off of a cycling cylinder hammer 
mechanism that rotates upon each individual shot fired 
and is primarily made of steel. 


It’s one of the most common handguns not only in 
quantity but as well as familiarity, it’s easy and 
simplistic design and control makes the gun both easy 
to shoot and maintain; ultimately this firearm is 
definitely built to not only last, but also deal with any 
threats in need of neutralization. 


The Glock 19 Gen 5 as a Post-Socital Weapon 


The infamous Glock is a United States made firearm 
that is widely popular amongst American Citizens, its 
ability to not only be modified but easily controlled and 
precise makes the weapon a force to be reckoned with. 


Chambered usually in 9mm; it usually holds 
approximately 15 rounds per magazine, though this can 
be easily altered with an extended magazine. 


Ultimately this choice of weapon would thrive in a CQB 
situation and or ordeal involving the immediate need 
of action for survival. 


The MI Beretta as a Pust-Socital Weapon 


The M9 Beretta is a Semiautomatic sidearm chambered 
in 9MM, officially taken in as the main designated 
sidearm for the US military in 1985; it has seen combat 
for many years and more specifically the era of the 
GWOT( Global War on Terror) as a force to be reckoned 
with. 


For many years, and till this day, the firearm amassed 
popularity due to its intense stopping power and ability 
to be used in several different environments; this 
mixed with a little bit of patriotic pride can truly make 
the opposing force fearful of the once mighty Jihad 
Killer. 
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SINISTER AND INSIDIOUS 


A DISCUSSION WITH 9AO 


9AO: So what is it that you believe the difference to 
be between being Sinister and Insidious? 


Blair Tyrant: well | suppose | would look at in the form 
of different approaches of acts of evil, like for 
instance, being Sinister is your devilish deed, and that 
being Insidious is your approach of manipulation in 
ordering others to do your dirty work. 


9AO: Precisely, we all act on different basis of “evil” 
but undoubtedly we accomplish more through acts of 
being insidious than we do being sinister. 


Blair Tyrant: | agree, why throw your own life away 
when you can have others do your dirty work. 
Ultimately you still reach the same goals but with 
little to no consequences directed towards you. 


9AO: Now what’s your idea of what Evil is? 


Blair Tyrant: | believe Evil to be a man made concept, 
but | definitely believe it to be almost an energy or 
presence that dwells amongst anything that animates 
life. 


9AO: and why is that? 


Blair Tyrant: Well | look at it like this, no matter 
where you go in the world you will run into individuals 
who interpret their own versions of evil according to 
their arbitrary beliefs. This belief of theirs holds this 
almost mongering presence of what is almost seen 
everywhere. Even if their religion doesn’t have a 
“Satan”, they will always have something the ensues 
chaos and remains a force that is “contradictory” or 
“sinful” to their moral compass. 


9AO: but let’s say all knowledge suddenly 
disappeared; no religions, no discoveries, just 
existence. 


Blair Tyrant: like as cavemen haha 
9AO: yes precisely. 


Blair Tyrant: well | believe ultimately and inevitably 
the energy and presence of evil would return and 
reinvigorate our societies or breed once again. It 
would just be a matter of time before it becomes one 
with our construct once again. 


9AO: | agree 


Blair Tyrant: yeah, again, | believe “evil” is an energy 
that can not be destroyed; for as long as there is 
animated life then evil will always have a home. 


END OF DISCUSSION 


THE MARK OF CAIN 


“What have you done? Your brother's Blood cries out 
to me from the ground!” said Yahweh to Cain. Cain 
stood there over the corpse of his now-deceased 
brother, ultimately claiming the title of being the first 
murderer amongst the imagined world of Yahweh. 


In his wake, Yahweh marked Cain and cursed him, 
forever hindering his ability to reap from the 
fruitfulness of his farm from the lands; and forever 
making Cain a restless Wanderer. 


His existence forever sat as a reminder to Yahweh of 
the disobedience of Eve; and her ever-brattiness of 
consuming the forbidden fruit of knowledge, as well 
the reminder of the punishment towards her and the 
serpent. 


Cains mere existence was not of Yahweh's creation, 
but merely the works of the devil himself; he became 
the Bain and blasphemous existence and reminder to 
god, and in that existence he was condemned to a life 
of loneliness and hatefulness. 


Cains act of defiance was stained in the blood of his 
brother, and his actions left his parents in despair 
over the loss of their child, and the ultimate loss of 
Cain as the result of Yahweh's judgment. This 
antisocial behavior was what stood as the direct 
defiance of Yahwehs laws and mandates, ultimately 
we as Satanist respect Cains actions and defiance, and 
most of all misanthropic behaviors. 


Cain was the earliest example of psychopathic 
behavior that instilled its own judgment, ultimately 
becoming the rebel and agent of chaos that defiled 
the egoistical creator’s dictatorship. 


Overall these early age killers were of the works of 
the deceiving and Insidious works of the serpent who 
deceived Eve and played on her weak emotional 
construct, ultimately being shown as Satan himself 
who attacked the weak lambs of god to establish the 
set forth towards his infernal kingdom. 


This act and attack ultimately set the foundation for 
liberation from the weak absent gods mandates, thus 
imposing the choice of destroying the ego and opening 
a path that would embark the blasphemous pathway 
that is represented perfectly in the story of Cain. 


“Where Lucifer brought war to heaven, Cain 
brought war to earth. They are both pioneers of a 
bloody sword” 


Truly we as Satanist are of the very same gnosis of 
Cain, our exhibiting of antisocial tendencies and 
behaviors dwell in the very blood of both us and the 
ones who came before. We are the descendants and 
works of the very same serpent that deceived Eve, 
and ultimately inspired the acts of Cain. 


This black sheep way of life is of the blasphemous 
nature and infernal mandate of the devil himself, we 
are the outcast and demons in flesh. 


We are the true inheritors of both the mark of the 
beast and the very same mark of Yahwehs judgment 
on Cain. 


Forever remaining the rebels and agents of evil that 
influence the world! 


DEFY THE NARRATIVE 


The masses have ultimately come to the conclusion of 
wanting to live out their entire lives in bourgeois 
comforts of materialistic existence. Furthering the 
expansion of utter weaklings and dim witted retards 
who only bury their burdens and overall failures in life 
with the use of technology. 


These fools are lazy and will inevitably always choose 
the easy way out in any situation if given the 
opportunity. 


Unfortunately these parasitic idiots have squeezed 
their way into the occult and satanic scene with their 
desperate attempts of validation seeking nonsense; 
ultimately in a sense poisoning the water well. 


We as Satanist are beings of conquest, seeking out the 
next challenge that lies in our path, but have you seen 
the average youth that harbor interest in Satanism 
nowadays.. 


The modern day “Satanist” are primarily made up of 
these sorts of individuals. 


e The Frail and Weak 

e Low Testosterone 

Junk food eaters and fat fucks 
e Fags who dress up as women 


| could go on more but ultimately | don’t feel like 
sitting here forever dwelling on the sad and ridiculous 
modern standing of youth. But I’m sure you get the 
point. 


Ultimately our youth who should be both energetic 
and physically fit are instead fully invested in waste of 
energy activities, such as addiction of short term mind 
numbing serotonin boosting activities like gaming and 
bad spending habits. Merely promoting the idea of 
any exhilarating events such as engulfing yourself in 
nature is either to hard or scary for these 
abominations. 


And the blame is on not only the parents, but as a 
society as a whole. We are becoming weak and 
reliant on technology and who’s what and who isn’t 
type of ideological nonsense. 


The mere idea of a reality wake up is definitely 
needed, and of course the face the wall treatment 
should be imposed on retard liberal parents who 
indoctrinate their children into being nothing more 
than a niggers cum dump in their ever seeing future. 


And as well this idea of “at-least they’re happy” sort 
of cope is utterly laughable. Especially when the 
increase of the things listed below have skyrocketed 
within the 21°t century. 


e Suicide Rates 

e The need for psychiatric interventions 
e Divorce rates 

e High unemployment rates 

e Low relationship and birthing rates 


Behold, the progressive dogshit known as the 21°t 
century! 


| wholeheartedly believe the saying “Tough men 
create good times, and good times create weak men; 
weak men create tough times” sort of scenario. 


The men who run our governments and countries are 
utterly weak puppets who seek to obtain funding for 
their own personal wealth, merely just reading a 
script and spewing whatever bullshit their handlers 
tell them to. 


Which ultimately affects societal norms and changes 
among the youth, which can be theorized is 
fundamentally the entire goal, having a bunch of 
weaklings in the masses makes an overthrow of 
governments less plausible. 


Defying this retarded new “normal” is of utmost 
importance. 


One must begin a sorts of protocol that 
immediately deviates away from these new- 
degenerative and parasitic practices that have formed 
among the people, ultimately aiming towards a 
traditional lifestyle is a start. Defying the overall 
narrative itself is what truly makes the difference. 


The blame as well can be directed towards the weak 
boot licking Abrahamic followers, who would allow 
themselves to be trampled and fucked over and still 
remain with a religion based off nonsense and dead 
deities. 


Again this is based off of fear, and their overall 
sense of comfort; anything that challenges this will 
automatically be met with denial and frustration most 
notably due to their weak attempts at hiding their 
fear. 


As well this fear manifests into a almost virus or 
parasite. 


Destroying everything it touches; and changing the 
overall function of what was once healthy. 


Like any parasite, after our host has been deprived of 
it’s own life force, we will die ourselves. 


We are fundamentally killing ourselves by continuing 
to allow leeches to drain the life out of our planet via 
the works of creating conflict and turmoil among the 
very masses it infects. 


SATANIC FRONT 


Many things have been said about Satanic Front and 
its praxis, and overall ethics. Of course generally if 
you were to ask a Niner what he thought of us you 
would be met with the same old chimp out sperg 
response. 


Of course with the exception of the few who seem to 
be cool with us, which tends to be a rare phenomenon 
amongst the collective of the Order of Nine Angles. 


Though amongst the collective of individuals in 
Satanic Front we follow in the authentic idea of 
Traditional Satanism, not the speculative one. An 
authentic Diabolism, that is both medieval and satanic 
and most all evil in its very core fundamentals. 


Most of our recruits come from an ONA and Tempel ov 
Blood background, but have ultimately come to the 
realization of the ones who were actually behind the 
curtains pulling the levers; and the overall Wicca 
influence the Order itself held. 


The Front itself is meant to establish a much needed 
change to the LHP and overall occultism, officially we 
aim to establish our position in not only praxis but as 
well black deeds done under the name Satan. 


A devotion to the darkness brought forth to reveal and 
pressure the so called “satanic organizations” that 
make up much of the “Satanic” scene and community. 


Furthermore, our trajectory is of both realistic and 
practical ideals; ultimately solidifying the very 
essence of our wills and ideals so that we can 
ultimately establish ourselves in the duty that is 
presented to us. 


This almost sense of call to duty is our values in which 
we form to prosper in this field of work, ultimately we 
amongst the Front heavily set forth inevitably meeting 
with our fellow comrades. 


Establishing a set of operators is of utmost 
importance, through training from individuals with the 
Front with not only the experience but as well 
purpose. 


As well considering the fact many of our trainers come 
from an Infantrymen background, further solidifying 


our skills and seriousness in being organized and most 
of all aimed towards a higher goal. 


Eventually forming a dangerous operator through 
training that cannot be seen elsewhere will 
fundamentally solidify our ideals in flesh. 


And as our numbers grow we get closer to 
establishing Satans militia on earth, furthering the 
very impact of HIS kingdom upon the world. 


This unnerving echo of boots marching in unison will 
be heard and feared amongst the lesser weak 
“Satanist”. 


We among the Front are truly the demonic forces 
that will establish a hell on earth scenario and as well 
through our brother-hood and blood we will awaken 
the very demonic forces whom will devour the world. 


Study and research have their time and 


place, but they are never to be positioned in favor 
over real action, anything less is posturing and fakery. 
In this text, certain tangible training hallmarks will be 
discussed, including but not limited to initiation, as 
well as grade advancement within the organization, 
determined by mastery of various training 


exercises and activities, along with other facets of 
information necessary to understanding the Satanic 
Front. 
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CREEPYPASTAS OF THE ONA 


All Narratives by Blair Tyrant 


CREEPYPASTA #1 
The Forbidden Lust of NSK and Nero. 


The night was cold and rainy, and absent of any life. 


It was as if the world was frozen or on pause due to 
the strong storm that was sweeping the oasis lands of 
northern Canada. 


Though the night was restless and rather bleak, it was 
unable to halt the unforgiving spirit of Daniel Baker 
from continuing his nightly walk, through treacherous 
puddles and potholes Daniel made his way to an old 
abandoned factory in which was a spot he found 
comfort and often reminisced about the olden days. 


Amongst his walk his headphones blared the hit classic 
known as “One Step Closer” by linkin park, which 
echoed throughout the dimly lit hallways of the old 
abandoned factory. 


The air tasted sour due to the large abundance of dust 
and asbestos, but yet Daniel prevailed like a phoenix 
from the ashes from the tedious walk. 


Eventually he made it to the room of his choosing, 

which was an old boiler room; the room was rather 
empty, merely only housing a old wooden table, an 
old ceiling light, and the boiler itself. 


The walls were occupied by small window slits, and an 
old sturdy limestone material which was now coated 
in the residue of rust and overgrown vines. 


Not long after entering Daniel began to take of his 
headphones and stuff them in the pockets of his black 
skinny jeans. 


After doing so he reached for his backpack and began 
to unzip and rummage through the items he’d packed 
before hand, upon some time he eventually stopped 
and found what he was looking for. 


The sight of his pale hands was seen pulling the well 
know and diabolical literature known as “IRON 
GATES” by Martinet Press. 


A book he claimed to hate but ultimately used it as his 
secret dirty pleasure. 


The book brought him a sense of nostalgia and 
excitement, upon each word and touch of the smooth 
white paper awakened a small whimpering moan out 
of Daniel. 


The sexual tension he felt upon reminiscing of the old 
times of him and his ex boyfriend, which was no other 
than the well known Nero. 


Upon this memory indulging experience a tear ran 
down the smooth cheek of Daniel, and from that 
moment he muttered. 


“My love, oh | yearn to know, do you miss me?” Said 
Daniel in his moment of despair. 


A silence fell upon the room, until suddenly the words 
from a deep gurgling voice responded from within the 
darkness. 


“j do” 


This sudden infiltration of Daniel’s secret moment 
sent him in a panic, which resulted in him squirming 
to pull his tight skinny jeans back up. 


Upon doing so, he turned to look in the direction in 
which the voice came from, only to be met with 
darkness and eerie silence. 


His breathing became heavy, and the fear of the 
situation began to sit in; but ultimately this fear had 
taken over Daniel and he became frozen like a deer in 
headlights. 


The silence eventually halted, and was now occupied 
with the sound of heavy set footsteps which echoed 
throughout the room. 


The room only lighten up by the occasional strikes of 
lightning made visibility near impossible, in which 
resulted in Daniel pulling out his Rose Pink iPhone 6SE 
and flashing a light towards the opposing person. 


The light revealed the entity which interrupted 
Daniel’s moments of pleasure and sadness. 


There standing approximately 4 feet tall, with a bushy 
brown and grey beard and bright shiny bald spot that 
acted as almost a mirror when exposed to the light 
was the one and only Nero. 


This moment of realization made Daniel begin to 
tremble which resulted in him falling, but ultimately 
he was quickly caught by the tough grasp of Nero. 


A moment of eye contact was shared which inevitably 
resulted in the vampyric connection they once 
ultimately used to share. 


Daniel’s face began to turn red from the overall 
fluster he felt, which resulted in Nero letting out a 
chuckle. 


This moment of physical touch awakened the 
vampyric tendrils in their pants which induced them 
into begin making out. 


This moment of no limit man love began to unveil and 
became unstoppable, ultimately awakening the dark 
chakra of Drill Sargent Grey that lived inside of them. 


Nero proceeded to throw Daniel on the wooden table 
that occupied the rather empty room and began to 
pull down Daniel’s tight black skinny jeans; revealing 
the laced lingerie panties Daniel used to always wear 
for Nero, ultimately knowing they were his favorite. 


Nero began to go down on Daniel, and he began to use 
his teeth to pull down the laced lingerie which 
revealed Daniel’s Soviet tramp stamp which brought a 
smile to Nero’s face. 


This moment of erotic love brought back flooding 
memories of the once beautiful relationship between 
the two. 


Forever patching the broken past, the two connected 
through the moment of sexual intimacy; upon their 
entourage of rough anal sex came the seal of their 
forever striving blood pool. 


In the moments of Nero’s inal pumps the conexion 
never felt stronger. 


“Oh fuck, your so tight, I’m about to cum” 
Said Nero in a grunting exhorting manner. 


Not long after saying so Nero thrusted with his whole 
body weight and astral projected into the rectum of 
Daniel. 


Breathing intensified as the two love birds began to 
attempt to catch their breath, they sat there pleased 
with the indulgence of exchanging pleasures. 


They knew the Dark Gods was smiling down on them, 
and that forever brought them solace. 


THE END 


CREEPYPASTA #2 


Neros Playground 


*ZZZT ZZZT ZZZT* 


The noise of wood being vibrated from a silenced 
phone alarm filled the air in the small motel room, 
which was as well met with the groaning noise of Nero 
who was suddenly woken up by the noise of the alarm. 


He attempted to reach for the alarm to silence it but 
his short stature made the attempt difficult, this 
angered him, and he began to yell vulgar insults. 


Neros anger problems stemmed from the recent 
divorce from his wife, which was due to him catching 
her cheating with a black man named Carlos; this 
caused Nero to fall on hard times due to the fact his 
Wife was the pants in the relationship and supported 
Nero and his noctulian habits. 


Nero sat in his dark lit motel room reminiscing about 
his life and what it has ultimately become, this 
reflection brought him great sorrow. 


His time of reflection was suddenly interrupted with 
the joyous sound of happy children of whom were 
playing in the nearby playground. 


This sudden noise of them playing was alluring to Nero 
and it was almost a primal sense of curiosity that 
wanted him to investigate. 


He got up out of his bed and waddled towards the 
front window to peek outside to see the children, 
upon drawing the curtains the sight of sunlight blinded 
him momentarily before eventually subsiding. 


Once his eyes adjusted he was met with sight of 
children dancing and playing in the neighboring 
playground. 


This sight hypnotized Nero and he became fixated 
upon the children. 


He began to lick his lips and touch himself to the very 
sight which was bestowed to him, this Lolita 
experience brought Nero a sense of comfort and joy at 
his newfound urges. 


One of the children that specifically met his fancy was 
a young blonde boy, to Nero the boy was perfect in 
every aspect possible. 


This newfound boy crush had Nero in a chokehold, the 
rest of his day was reminiscent of the young Aryan 
child. 


He would constantly check the windows and watch 
the young aryan play with his other little friends, all 
whilst doing so Nero sat there with a bottle of Jergens 
lotion and box of Spider-Man styled Kleenex’s. 


With his goon-kit ready he began to play with himself 
more violently, daydreaming about the little boy and 
envisioning himself doing lewd acts with the young 
Aryan. 


Eventually growing tired of the intense goon session 
Nero began to have post-nut clarity over the entire 
ordeal; he felt ashamed and saddened by his actions. 


But ultimately his urges would overpower him once 
again and he would quickly snap out of the reflective 
state in which he was in. 


At this point, Nero was too far gone in his crush on the 
young Aryan child; he decided it was time to talk to 
the young boy himself and confess his love. 


He began to get ready to embark on his quest, but 
first he began to change his clothes. 


First putting on his BURZUM t-shirt and black cargo 
pants, and then finally putting on his black combat 
boots. 


He felt nervous but as well confident with his 
appearance, he sat in front of the mirror rehearsing 
his approach for a short time before ultimately 
heading out the front door of his motel room. 


His walk was short, but it felt long due to the overall 
pressure Nero began to feel upon the overall reality of 
the situation sitting in, but the fear would not hold 
back the almighty external hufflepuff from achieving 
his boy wife. 


He prevailed and continued to approach the young 
aryan child. 


The boy sat there by himself on the swing set, 
occasionally kicking the mulch that was beneath him; 
that was until the shadow of a man similar to the 
shape of the well-renowned Bubble Bass from 
Spongebob illuminated the ground that was in front of 
the boy. 


He looked up to see Nero in his full black attire 
standing there looking at him with nefarious intent. 


“Uuuh may | help you” said the young boy. 


Nero stood there in awe of what to say, he began to 
mind wander in hopes of being able to muster up the 
courage to say something. 


“U-u-h yeah, actually y-you can” stuttered Nero. 


Neros nervousness was noticed by the boy, which 
made the little boy chuckle in amusement; this 
sudden disperse of laughter made Nero become even 
more shy and red in the face. 


Nero then under pressure blurted out his feelings to 
the boy, which left them both in a state of shyness 
and redness in the face. 


Nero picked up on this and it brought him a sense of 
satisfaction, he quickly acted on the moment and 
asked the boy if he wanted to come back to his motel, 
in which the boy agreed to do. 


Nero took the young aryan child’s hand and began to 
take him back to his motel room, a smile that was as 
big and wide from ear to ear occupied his face. 


Neros mind was occupied with the sexual fantasies in 
which he was about to experiment on the little boy 
with, this brought him a great deal of joy and 
pleasure. 


Upon entering the motel room Nero locked the door 
behind them and turned to the boy who was now 
sitting on the motel bed. 


Nero began to lick his lips again in anticipation of 
what was to come from this ordeal, ultimately Nero 
began to drop his pants and start walking over to the 
young aryan child. 


He instructed the boy to take off his clothes in which 
the boy complied. 


Upon inspection of the now shirtless boy Neros face 
was filled with horror and confusion, the boy had 
ultimately had a wire on and a Glock around his 
waste-band; and as well looked like a badge attached 
to his belt. 


The boy who once spoke like a child is now speaking in 
a low monotone voice, in which demanded Nero to get 
on the ground. 


Nero was frozen in fear, he knew the gig was up. 


Upon this realization the door behind him was kicked 
open and flocked with armed SWAT officers which 
held Nero at gun point. 


“GET ON THE GROUND SHITBAG” screamed the SWAT 
officers. 


Nero began to piss himself due to the overall fear he 
felt in the current moment, he realized this was all a 
set up and that everything he knew was about to 
come crashing down. 


He accepted his fate at the moment of being 
handcuffed, and surrendered to the fact that he 
would become a black man’s sex slave in prison. 


THE END. 


Authors Note 


I’m sure after all of that you’re probably wondering 
what the fuck you just read, and to that | say touché. 


In this book | aim for 50/50 on the scale between 
seriousness and comedic relief, | fully believe in the 
concept that to many supposed “Satanist” lack 
severely when it comes to sense of humor 
department. 


The reasoning for this is either their overall 
egotistical attitude or just the Asperger Syndrome 
that causes them to be depraved of any humorous 
behavior. 


Ultimately | believe the LHP and Satanism always 
follows the same formula when it comes to their 
literary works, as a newly made friend of mine says 
“Pm sick of the wordsalad nonsense” and to that | 
fully agree. 


My aims is to provide a new sense of writing into the 
LHP scene, something that is both repulsive and pisses 
off the most people, and as well bring some comedic 
value. Anyways, enjoy the rest of the book killers. 


Sincerely, Blair Tyrant. 


YVANA YA ' f 


BROTHERHOOD 


Bound not by blood but by virtue 

Our flesh gnaws for the infernal dominion 
We strive for ever longing conquest 

We salute away our weak humanity 

And together we bring devilish judgement 
Let us indulge in the fiery lakes of hell 


And together we shall bring war to both Earth and 
Heaven 


JOURNAL OF A FRESH BOOT 


Upon getting in contact with Satanic Front | was met 
with the instant response of suspicion, of course being 
a Niner who suddenly sought interest in joining the 
infernal ranks of SF ( Satanic Front) was automatically 
met with face value intuition. 


But | came with intention and not just mere babbling 
nonsense, | found myself losing interest and overall 
belief system of the Order of Nine Angles and its 
constant dead ends and speculative theories of what 
it means to be a Traditional Satanist. 


| would like to use a entry that | submitted in the 
newly released journal of Satanic Front known as “The 
Blighted Path” 


“In the following months leading towards my ultimate 
detachment from the ONA and its acolyte nexion the 
Tempel ov Blood, | gained a harboring interest and 
realization of the rather weak and lack of both 
genuine Satanism & Diabolism that these “Satanic 
Orgs” actually held to their beliefs and literature; this 
conclusion brought forth to me groups such as Satanic 


Front and their satanic ideology which aligned directly 
with my views regarding the lack of authenticity and 
abundance of hypocrisy and weaklings which both 
flocked and made up the majority of these 
organizations. | believe the time we are living in is 
nothing less than the era of horrors in which the world 
tension is at an all-time high, and many must begin to 
prepare for what is to come; especially from a 
Satanist point of perspective which we apprehend 
amongst many of our Grimoire and other literature 
surrounding the topic of Occultism & Satanism that it 
all hints and discussed at times such as these, where 
Wars, Murders, and Sickness will take form and cast a 
hell on earth scenario. Ultimately this apocalyptic life 
will devour the weak, and the only survival in the 
scorched era of humanity will be of those with both 
the preparation and a willingness to strive and endure 
through times of disparity; these traits are what make 
someone truly Satanic. Ultimately | believe those 
within the Satanic Front have both the willingness 
sand toughness to overcome these end times era in 
which we are currently living. This way of life is both 
devotional and sacrificial; and most of all 
sophisticated. We as Satanists should engage and 
eventually prosper in this field of work; through both 


deeds and humility, we will suffice past the common 
pseudo-intellectuals who dwell amongst our folk and 
claim dominance among the weak factions and once 
and for all bring back the meaning of genuine Satanic 
practice!” 


The Blighted Path, Volume 1 Issue 1. 


In this entry | discuss my reasonings and views on the 
overall subject matter on why | chose to detach 
myself away from the ONA, which was ultimately out 
of the venture for fulfillment of something that aimed 
to complete what the Tempel ov Blood failed to 
accomplish, and that is what | believe Satanic Front 
ultimately to be. Though this is not to be confused 
with us being overall completely like the Tempel ov 
Blood, no instead we aim to go beyond what ToB ever 
was and will be. No more vampire bullshit, just 
complete diabolism and satanic praxis; and that’s how 
it should be. 


Upon getting in contact with SF | assisted in the works 
of getting rid of a rat that dwelled amongst their 
ranks, | won’t go into full detail but it is what | 
believe ultimately opened up the gates toward me 
building not only a relationship with SF but as well 
trust. 


| now assist primarily in the networking and 
propaganda efforts of the Satanic Front and I’m proud 
to be doing so, | can confidently say that it is so far 
everything | was expecting it to be and more, and |, of 
course, aim to assist in the actual physical presence of 
contributing to help grow and develop SF in any way | 
can. 


So | suppose my advice to any of those who are 
interested in the Front and seek to join our ranks | 
advice a few things, make sure you are able to bring 
something to the table; there is no sense in recruiting 
you if you ultimately don’t provide anything that is of 
worth, two meet the criteria which is expected of 
you, if you don’t know what is expected then | 
recommend you read the SF Handbook. And three, 
don’t be a fucking rat; simple as that, if you can 
attain any of these then | recommend you utilize it. 


By doing so you can expect yourself a spot among the 
ranks of Satanic Front. 


And so far | can vouch that the people I’ve met thus 
far are some of the most fucking awesome individuals 
l’ve come across. So like | say, and humbly say to you 
now, Don’t be a cunt! Join the Front! 


DONT BE A CUNT 


THE DEVILS COOKBOOK 


e HCI 


METH, The true drug choice of Aryans. 


INGREDIENTS: 

Ephedrine Hydrochloride Acid 
Anhydrous ammonia 

Toluene 

Lye 

Pseudoephedrine 

Lithium 

Acetone 


Hydronic Acid 


H3C—N O 


Cocaine, the chosen drug of goblins 


INGREDIENTS: 


Coca Plant 

Baking Soda 
Hydrochloride 
Ammonia 

Sodium Bicarbonate 


Potassium carbonate 


H3C 
Heroin, the chosen drug of Wizards 


INGREDIENTS: 
Poppy plant sap 


Opium 


Baking soda 


Ammonia 


Morphine 


Fentanyl, the chosen drug of Necromancers 


INGREDIENTS: 


Citrate Ammonia 


Opium 


Morphine 


Baking soda 


Potassium chloride 


The Devils Noir 


A Short Narrative by Blair Tyrant 


Brooklyn, New York, 1948. 


It was only three years after the war with Nazi 
germany was declared over, and | was a young 
teenage smuck who occasionally worked the paper of 
my hometown of Brooklyn, of course the pay wasn’t 
much, which bothered me because | was man of 
riches. My family wasn’t so fortunate when it came to 
wealth, my mother worked two jobs to just keep us 
afloat, which endeavored being a server at a local 
diner who did some side gigs with telemarketing for 
some extra doe. 


My father was a deadbeat veteran of the war, he 
came back changed and different, which ultimately 
sent him down a path of alcoholism, he couldn’t keep 
a job even if his life depended on it; but my mother’s 
to much of a suck up to just kick him out already. | 
was an only child, but it didn’t come with any of the 
perks you’d think an only child would receive, | never 
got that full attention from my folks like the other 


kids my age did, so | learned everything | know 
through my own experiences; in my eyes | was already 
a grown up in this country of man’s labors and 
manufacturing. 


| never could relate to the childish acts of my fellow 
classmates, | was always thinking of becoming a rich 
man with all the power; constantly coming up with 
ways in which | could make profitable investments. 
I’m sure you get the jist of what I’m laying out here, 
the point is | was always making moves, never 
stopping for nobody. 


Though | would quickly find out a way of life in which 
would be an awakening that would be something I’d 
never forget; no longer would | have to fantasize 
about my own wealth, instead | began to put this idea 
into motion. But of course just like most things in this 
world, it came with a price. 


It was a dark chilly night and | was hitting up tavern 
and big apple to watch some local jazz musicians 
perform, while on my walk, | came across a corner 
man who always sat outside the butcher shop in town 
that nobody really visited; he always sat there sitting 
atop a milk crate taking drags from his cigarettes. He 
always wore a old leather bomber jacket with a 


combination of a polo and blue denim jeans with what 
looked to be black leather airman boots. He as well 
always had a buzzed head, as if he was active duty or 
former. 


As | stared at him further analyzing what he was 
wearing he met me with a dead eye gaze, | quickly 
looked down to the ground and went on to continue 
passing by him, upon doing so | was met with a voice 
that lurked behind me. 


“Hey kid, hold up” said the cornerman. 


| turned to face him, expecting the worst of all 
scenarios; it was as if a million thoughts were running 
through my head at the given moment. What was the 
reasoning for this guy calling me out? Is he gonna rob 
me? What the hell could the guy possibly want from 
me. Without really thinking twice about it | turned 
around and pulled out my switch blade and in quick 
action | told the guy to back off. He stopped in his 
tracks and looked at me laughed. 


“You got guts kid, | like that” he said in a calm tone 


“Don’t worry slick, I’m not gonna rob you, | actually 
wanted to know if you were looking for some work” 


After analyzing the situation further | put away my 
knife, and | asked what kinda work does he have 
available. 


After this question he began to look around us, as if 
he was scoping out the area for any surrounding 
people, | found this whole thing strange but the guy 
didn’t seem like much of a threat at the current 
moment. 


He replied with a almost encrypted way of speaking, 
saying the work was of an older fashion; but what 
caught my attention the most was his description of 
the pay at hand. This alluring description of money 
making was intriguing, and | decided to entertain it 
and find out. 


“Pm interested, show me what you got but make it 
quick | got somewhere to be” | said. 


He nodded in understanding and said; “follow me 
slick”, in which | followed him, he entered the 
butcher shop that very few people visited. Upon 
entering it looked normal, just your average 
butcher/deli; a fairly common sight in the town of 
Brooklyn. The layout was simple, just the meat 
display case up front and a few chairs for what | 
expected the waiting seats to be, the corner man 


then took me to the back of the establishment which 
spoke a different story. 


Upon entering the back rooms | was met with the 
strong smell of whisky and cigarette smoke, the room 
was foggy and dimly lit by a ceiling light. 


Upon my further examination | saw a few other men 
dressed similarly to the cornerman, same leather 
attire and haircuts, as well | realized the overall 
layout of this back room. The walls had Nazi 
memorabilia and propaganda posters hung up over 
most of each walls, | sat there a bit shocked by the 
whole ordeal, ultimately until | was snapped out of it 
by one of the men standing up to come over and 
shake my hand. 


After snapping out of this trance | quickly shook the 
man’s hand and introduced myself, In which he did as 
well. 


“The name is Mike, but most call me chewy” he said 
in a Boston sounding accent. 


| replied with: “Nice to meet you, my name is Joey” 


“Well nice to meet ya Joey! I’m supposing your 
interested in some work” said chewy. 


As a matter of fact | am, the pay sounded fairly 
intriguing, though may | ask what the job entails and 
what all this Nazi stuff is all about? | said in a curious 
manner. 


Of course slick, we are the new beginnings to the 
future reich son! He said in an exhilarating tone. 


| found the whole situation overall confusing, we just 
had a war with these guys and beat them, and now 
they’re supporting a losing team. In which | very 
much expressed to them. 


“Son we never lost, this is just the means of new 
beginnings; see we are a small collective now. But 
imagine what we will be in about 20 years from now” 


| didn’t think much of the situation at this point, for 
now | was more focused on the money making aspect 
of things, so | just went with the flow of things and 
see how it would unfold. They then began getting 
into the benefits from which | would receive if | 
joined their posse, further explaining the connections 
they had and how the money came in and was 
syphoned. 


They described their connections to local mobs that 
followed their ideological beliefs, and how they were 


a sorts of organized crime syndicate that operated 
under the dark nights of Brooklyns shadow. 


| asked for proof of this money they spoke of in which 
chewy responded by whistling and clicking his tongue 
at the cornerman, in which he responded by walking 
to the back of the room and grabbing a old leather 
suitcase that was brown with gold trimming which had 
a v-shape flap on top which held it closed. 


He opened the flap and began to flip the suitcase 
upside down and shake it, which caused stacks of cash 
that was rubber-banded together to begin falling out, 
my eyes became fixated and my mind was shocked by 
how much cash these guys had. Which | suppose they 
as well saw my shocked expression which caused them 
all to explode into laughter. 


“You look like a kid on Christmas morning slick!” 
Exclaimed Chewy. 


Upon this sudden wake up | said: I’m in, whatever you 
need lll do it! 


“Just what we like to hear, you start tomorrow” he 
said with a smug expression. 


Of course boss, I'll be here first thing tomorrow 
morning; | said with a gleeful voice. 


“Hey Bob, give the kid a parting gift for now” said 
Chewy. 


In which in response the cornerman whom | now know 
as Bob reached for one of the stacks of cash and 
handed me 10 dollars; | thanked them for their 
generosity and began to head out the door, upon 
making out to the street | began to celebrate by 
jumping and skipping on the sidewalks of Brooklyn all 
the way until | reached the Tavern. 


In which | spoiled myself with drinks and food with my 
newly earned money, which I’m sure earned me weird 
stares due to the fact a young man was putting more 
on his tap than the average adult. The night was 
filled with nice melodic smooth jazz which blended 
well with my tipsy state, | was living the small taste of 
my dream and | was excited for whatever else was to 
come. 


| eventually made my way home, tipsy but excited for 
the morning, this new job brought out promise in my 
future. | thought constantly about the ordeal which 
may entail, this almost devil like pact felt to good to 
be true but | ignored the overall questioning and 
answer yearning | began to have and pushed it aside. 


Eventually my mind went blank | began to drift away 
to sleep, suddenly upon falling asleep | was in a 
dreaming comatose like state which placed me in the 
center heart of Brooklyn; except this Brooklyn was 
much different then the one | was familiar with. The 
sky was of a bloodish red hue, and a thick black fog 
occupied the air, it was silent, and not any kind of 
normal silence; the silence was deafening and eerie as 
it did not fit with the usual occupying noise of a city 
that usually never sleeps. 


| began to wander inside the town, eventually coming 
across the butchers shop I’ve recently visited, upon 
entering | noticed the layout was the same besides for 
the meat that was in the display case, it was all 
rotted and infested with flies that swarmed it; and 
the smell was nearly unbearable. | began to make my 
way to the back room, now covering my nose and 
mouth with my polo shirt due to the strong odor, as | 
opened the back room door the ominous creaking 
sound of the old wooden door opening occupied the 
eerie silence that mongered over the once loud city. 


Once | entered the dark room | was met with an even 
more foul odor that nearly made me faint upon just 
whiffing it, my eyes as well began to water from the 
smell of death that occupied the room. | looked for 
the light which became a difficult task in itself due to 
the lack of any natural light and thick dark fog which 
traced bits of the surrounding area, eventually | found 
the dangling chain and tugged it which flickered on 
the dim ceiling light. 


Upon doing so | was met with a sight that instilled 
fear into me, laying on the floor was the mangled 
remains of the men in leather | met just earlier that 
night; they were laid out in a circle, and a drawn with 
their blood was a symbol which was foreign to me. 


Suddenly the sound of something falling over behind 
me made me jolt and sent a shiver down my spine, | 
turned quickly to see whatever caused the noise; upon 
doing so | was met with a sight of a person of whom 
was naked crouched down in a corner with their back 
turned to me. The person in an almost fetal like 
position was covered entirely in blood and was pale 
and skinny to the bones, | was at a moment of stand 


still until the person began to stand revealing its 
freakishly tall height and abnormal build. 


A voice omitted from the person that sounded 
unearthly, it was a almost a ear piercing sound of a 
chalk board be scrapped with a fork that was 
accompanied by a deep grumble; this sudden croak 
made me awake from the hellish nightmare. Upon 
waking up | was covered in a cold sweat, and a 
trembling sensation; unlike any feeling I’ve ever felt 
before. 


| leaned up from my bed and sat on this side, and | 
remained there for sometime contemplating whatever 
freakish nightmare | just had, eventually | stood up 
and walked to the bathroom; as | stood over the sink | 
began to draw some cold water so | could wet a rag, 
upon doing so | began to dab the rag on my face to 
clean away the sweat. At this point it was about 3:00 
am and any chances of | had of getting a goods night 
sleep was out of the equation, so | began to just get 
ready for the day by showering and getting some 
brunch in. 


Upon walking towards the kitchen | found my drunken 
father spread out on the couch with the television on 
an old western classic, | remember the times before 


the war when me and my old man would watch the 
very same cowboy flicks for hours; but now that 
overall sense of father and son bonding time was a 
nothing more than a distant memory, which is now 
tainted by his utter ignorance and inability to be a 
functional parent due to his constant need to have a 
bottle of whiskey at all times. 


Every-time | saw the man | was met with mixed 
feelings, but ultimately | would move on and continue 
with my life, no point in wasting time on someone 
who doesn’t seem to want to help themselves. | 
continued to my kitchen and pulled out some brown 
sugar oatmeal to eat for my unexpected early wake 
up, upon completing my meal my father who was 
barely able to stand at this point came in and asked 
me if | could make him a bowl as well; this annoyed 
me but | always had a keen thing about respecting 
your elders, even if | think they didn’t deserve at 
times. 


Upon making the old man his food he began to 
drunkenly talk about the war and the army, constantly 
saying that | needed to enlist so | could get a good 
education, which was utterly laughable due to the 
fact my old man hadn’t even finished high school and 


yet here he was lecturing me on my intellectual 
abilities and future. 


“Yeah, yeah, yeah, | get it old man,” | said with a 
snobby and annoyed tone. 


Which sparked a drunken rage in my old man, he 
replied; “Don’t you dare get smart with me boy, ill 
kick your fucking ass in this kitchen right now.” 


At this point | was annoyed beyond all belief, which 
resulted in me throwing the bowl of oatmeal at his 
feet in which | followed up with saying; “make your 
own fucking food then you drunken bastard”, | yelled. 


He then stood up and began to charge at me with his 
belt now in hand, in which resulted in my fight or 
flight activating; he swung at me and missed which 
resulted in grabbing the top of his flannel shirt and 
pushing into a wall. The noises of this altercation 
awakened my mother who was at the time sleeping in 
her bedroom. 


“God damnit earl stop it” she exclaimed, attempting 
to get him to stop. 


Though my mothers pleas fell on deaf ears, due to 
intoxicated bastards attention being directed towards 
the tussle we were in. 


At this point | was filled with rage, and In that 
newfound rage and energy | palmed my fathers head 
and began to bounce it against our wall. 


“PU fucking kill you motherfucker” | yelled 


This moment felt good, as | watched the blood begin 
to spill from my fathers head; my mother watched in 
horror as this all being to unveil. 


“Joey stop! You’re gonna kill him!” She pleaded, at 
this point now crying. 


| ceased the bludgeoning, and stopped and let the old 
man drop to the floor; | looked at what | have done 
and then looked at my mother. | decided it was best 
if | just left and walked away to let off some steam, it 
was no later than 5:00 am at this point and | 
continued to walk the streets of Brooklyn. 


| eventually decided to test my luck at seeing if 
Chewy was at the meat shop, so | began my walk and 
eventually arrived; there was no sight of Bob the 
cornerman so | didn’t have much high hopes but | 
decided to still investigate. Upon checking the door 
to my surprise it opened, the sound of the door chime 
sounded as | entered, the lights were all off but | 
could see the lit up floor which was animated from 


the slit under the doorway which led to the back 
room. 


| walked up to the old white chipped paint door and 
knocked, and upon doing so | was met with the voice 
of Chewy who said; “Come on in”. | opened the door 
and walked into the still Nazi memorabilia decked out 
room, and sitting there was Chewy by himself 
counting a large sum of doe. 


He looked over at me with a cigar in his mouth and 
smiled. 


“Good-morning slick! You’re here early” he said. 


Yeah, had an early start and decided | would drop on 
by and see what’s up; though up quick inspection it 
didn’t long before he realized my bruised and torn 
knuckles. 


“Jesus kid, you murder someone before you came in 
here, you what’s up with the hands” he said in a 
curious expression. 


| then explained what happened, which was 
surprisingly not met with much shock to Chewy, 
instead he mentioned he did the same shit when he 
was my age, and that he understood why | did it. 


“Listen slick, if | told even half of the shit I’ve done 
you probably wouldn’t even want to be standing 
there” he said with an assuring tone. 


“Well since you’re here how about you go ahead and 
put on your uniform” 


| replied with; what uniform? | don’t believe you guys 
ever handed me one, in which was met with Chewy 
raising his arm up and pointing at the folded clothes 
and boots that laid upon the table. 


| walked over and picked up the uniform. 


“The bathroom is out front slick, there’s a sign, you 
can’t miss it” Chewy instructed. 


| went out front and walked over to restrooms that 
chewy mentioned and began to change into the work 
uniform; which consisted of a black leather jacket, 
blue denim jeans, and black leather paratrooper 
boots. Upon putting the clothes on | inspected myself 
in the mirror, in which made me realize how good it 
not only looked but felt; | began posing and checking 
myself out before | eventually headed back to the 
back rooms. 


Upon entering the back rooms | was met with Chewy 
looking me up and down. 


He clapped his hands and chuckled, promptly saying; 


“Looking good slick, you might actually be the most 
handsome fellow we got around this stick, definitely 
gonna be the ladies man no doubt about it!” 


| let out a slight chuckle, the overall sense of comedic 
relief and change of setting definitely lightened the 
mood from already shitty start of the day. 


“So how about it, let’s get started for some work eh?” 
He said awaiting an answer. 


Certainly; | replied. 


Chewy began to get up from his chair and walk over 
towards a shelf which had stacks of papers all over it, 
he picked a stack up and brought it over to me and 
revealed what they were, in his hands was Nazi 
propaganda which showed a man holding a Nazi 
Germany flag with text that reads; 


“DAS VOLT STEHT AUF!” On the top, and the bottom 
read “ES WAHLT LILTE 9”. 


“Your job is put these around slick, you think you can 
handle that?” 


| nodded in understanding of what was expected of 
me. 


| took the flyers and began to venture around 
Brooklyn, putting up propaganda in high value areas, 
mainly targeting builds that are filled with low income 
niggers. Whilst | was putting up the final remaining 
pieces | was interrupted by a local negro who began to 
look at me with grimace. 


We sat there staring at each other for a short time 
before | suddenly raised my arm in a Roman salute, 
upon doing this | began to leave the area and head 
back to Chewy. 


Upon making it back | alerted him to my completion 


of the task that | had been given in which | was 
rewarded with a sum of cash. 


Suddenly Chewy asked me if | knew how to fight, 
which | responded with the fact that | have never 
been in any fight until that very morning with my 
pops. 

“But you won right?” he quickly asked me. 


Yes, | did, but the guy was drunk and barely able to 
stand on his own two legs; | replied. 


“All that matters is that you fought back son, that’s 
what really counts” 


| replied; | suppose that’s true, may | ask why the 
sudden question though? 


We got some goons from a rival group, its full of 
nothing but those low-class niggers and they go 
around dirtying our metropolis ” said Chewy with a 
now slightly angered tone of voice. 


“What are we gonna do about it” | replied. 


Chewy took a long drag of his Cuban cigar before 
speaking on the specifics of the plan, but before doing 
so he put it out, the noise of ash being put against 
glass sizzled amongst the room. 


“those coons are under the impression that a drug 
deal is going down tonight, but that is merely a setup 
that we are gonna take advantage of” 


| noticed the overall demeanor of Chewy changed in 
this moment of discussion from a usual joyful 
expression to a more serious and refined one. 


“So it is an ambush essentially” | replied. 


“Precisely” said Chewy. 


| sat there and thought about what was just said, in 
which suddenly caused me to start reliving the 
moment | had just earlier with the negro while | was 
putting up flyers; the sudden surge of energy and 
excitement | felt was almost an ecstasy of forbidden 
taboo. Though much didn’t come from the whole 
ordeal in itself, it still gave me a taste of what this 
way of life entailed; this overall enjoyment of causing 
these negros distress was something | felt | could take 
great pride in. 


“Im in, tell me what you need me to do” | said 


“Good on you boy, it’s good to see the youth fight for 
a worthy cause, I’ll see you tonight” 


Shortly after this conversation | began to make my 
way back to my house, in which | expected to be in 
the same shit hole in which | left it in. 


The walk to the house itself was rather dreadful, only 
causing me to get frustrated just thinking about it, 
upon coming up to my front porch | began to move 
slowly towards the front door. My hand turned the 
silver round knob, and | stepped into the hallway 
which led to towards both the kitchen and the living 
room, almost instantly after opening the door my 
mother peaked from around the corner as if she’s 
been awaiting for my arrival. 


She looked at me, nearly analyzing me from head to 
toe. 


“What are you wearing” she asked 


| replied, they are my work clothes, | just got a new 
job and this is what | was issued. This response was 
met with backhand confusion, she seemed unhappy 
with the response I’d just given. 


“You look like a thug, Joey” she said in a degrading 
manner 


This brought annoyance to me, and | quickly just 
wanted to get out of this conversation and to head to 
my room. 


“Mom listen, I’m not feeling good right now alright, | 
just need to get some sleep” 


She stood there in the middle of the hallway for a few 
moments before seeming to sympathize with me on 
this, she moved out of the way and rummaged in the 
kitchen. She came back to the hallway and handed 
me some cough syrup and told me to take some of it. 


| thanked her, and kissed her forehead and continued 
to my room; eventually passing by the living room to 
see my father asleep on the couch with an ice pack 
over his head. | looked at him momentarily and 
smiled before ultimately continuing my way to my 
bedroom so | could get some sleep before the big 
night. 


Upon entering my room | quickly went and set my 
alarm clock to go off in about 4 hours, and jumped in 
bed, which resulted in me quickly falling asleep. 


FOUR HOURS LATER 


The noise of my alarm began to ring which quickly 
woke me up. 


| began to quickly jump out of bed and put on my 
paratrooper boots, upon doing so | as well reached 
over to my nightstand and grabbed my switchblade 
which was laying next to my now blaring alarm. 


The noise of click was made as | slapped the top of it 
to shut it off, | then made sure | had everything ready 
for the night. At this point it was 9pm, and | was 
ready to head out to the compound to meet up with 
Chewy and the other guys. 


| walked out of my room and began to survey the 
hallway, upon realizing it was clear | began to head 
towards the front door. As | made it outside | was 
met with the bright full moon which occupied the 
dark sky, almost hypnotizing, its rays instilled a 
almost primal and calming energy to me. 


| began to make make my way to the compound with 
a rushing jog, upon doing so the noise of my heavy 
boots made a loud thudding noise which echoed 
throughout the alley ways of Brooklyn. 


After sometime | made it to the meat market in which 
| saw the all the guys standing out front as if they 
were waiting for me to arrive, as | began to head over 
towards them they all acknowledged my presence, 
amongst the crowd | heard Chewy who yelled out: 


“There he is! See | told you fellas he would be here”. 


Chewy then walked over me and threw his arm around 
me and lead me towards the other guys, upon doing 
so | was greeted with head nods and handshakes. 


We all were dressed the same, in mostly leather with 
buzzed heads, we looked almost like rebels or a gang; 
but we were neither, we were a brotherhood. Before 
| didn’t understand, but ultimately the more time | 
spent with these fellas the more | began to 
understand the reasoning for all of this; suddenly 
upon this acknowledgment and trance, | was broken 
out of it by Chewy who began to discuss the plan. 


“Okay gentleman, tonight’s the night, we’re gonna 
show these negros who’s the true owners of New 
York!” 


The crowd of men began to suddenly celebrate and 
shout upon this discussion. 


“Alright, alright, quiet down boys” said Chewy. 


“You all have your weapons” Chewy asked. 


Upon this question it was met with reassurance and 
“yes sirs” from the collective party. 


“Good, you boys are gonna find a position in which 
you can hide in until | alert you with the signal, 
alright?” Said Chewy. 


We all began to disperse and seek out spots in which 
we could remain hidden from the negros who were 
soon to approach, | then took out my knife and pulled 
the mechanism which revealed the blade. 


| sat there prepared and focused awaiting the signal 
from Chewy, not long after assuming our spots we 
began to hear the loud mouth apes approaching 
Chewy. 


My heart began to race and my mind began to 
wander, ultimately awaiting for what was to come, 
suddenly the sound of a loud whistle broke me out of 
this mind wandering state and | quickly got up and 
began to charge at the now confused negros. 


In this moment of adrenaline pumping assault my 
vision became blurry and my body felt numb, though 
this did not stop me from carrying out my duty, | 
quickly tackled one of the negros and | began to 
puncture him with knife. 


He began to squirm and scream out after every 
individual stab, upon this | began to become primal, | 
began to enjoy the life being drained from the limp 
niggers body as | continued to mutilate him. 


Suddenly Chewy pulled me of him and yelled: 
“That’s enough boy! Let’s get the hell out of here!” 


This sudden awakening began to make me break into 
sprint, | began to split of with some of the other guys 
and head back towards the compound. 


At this moment the blood of the apes was dripping 
from hands and stained into my black leather jacket, 
as | was running the surrounding area began to 
become engulfed in the very same black fog | saw in 
my freakish nightmare, which caused me to stop in my 
tracks. 


The world almost seemed frozen and lifeless once 
again, but this time the entourage sound of locusts 
occupied the air; suddenly | feel to my knees and | 
began to speak in tongues as as my body became 
numb and engulfed with a burning sensation. 


The vision of the same symbol | saw in my dreams 
flooded my head, suddenly my mouth was forced open 
by an unseen entity, now sitting there with no control 
of my body the now swarm of locust began to enter 
my mouth which resulted in me beginning to choke. 


Everything went black, which seemed to last which 
what felt like for ever; out of nowhere my eyes began 
to open and | was met with the sight of what looked 
like a hospital room, this sudden awakening was as 
well accompanied by a throbbing headache which 
caused me to groan from the overall agony | felt. 


This moment left me in a state of near comatose and 
confusion of what happened to me, my mind was in 
fragments from the whole ordeal. 


“What was that” | kept saying in my head. 


Suddenly the nurses entered the room and began to 
tend to me and ask me questions about my overall 
state and what | was feeling, my eyes could shift but 
my body felt paralyzed. 


The situation itself made me sleepy and drowsy, and | 
began to fall back into an almost vegetative state | 
was in before. 

“Is this it? Am | dying” | said in my head. 


As my eyes began to shut | could see the very same 
unearthly skinny figure | witnessed in my nightmare 
just days earlier. 


“No, this isn’t death, this is hell” | muttered as | 
began to fall into the arms of deep sleep. 


TO BE CONTINUED 


TM A POET AND DIDN'T KNOW IT 


Hey hindu guru! 


You preach none duality, so I'll grab a hammer and 
show you Satans brutality! 


Hey bhuddist! You say there are no souls, so ill shove 
barbed wire in all your holes! 


Hey Christian! You say that perverted pleasure is a 
sin, l'll find a wood chipper and throw you in! 


Hey muslim! You pray to Allah on your rug, ill use my 
boot and squash you like a bug! 


Hey jew! Hiding in a synagogue, I'll chop you into 
pieces and feed you to a dog! 


A Friend 


[ERROR INCARNATE 
BLOODIED VALOR 


Over the years Satanism has been hijacked by pseudo- 
intellectuals who claim Satanism to be nothing more 
than just self-worship and autistic god-complex ideas, 
merely claiming a more atheistic stance rather than 
worshipping the actual deity Satanas himself. 


Though | believe that LaVey has done a lot for 
Satanism and ultimately made the branch in which 
inspired many other satanic groups and or 
organizations, though the modern LaVey Temple has 
been consequently destroyed by Liberal idiots who 
have no actual comprehension of authentic evil; 
merely they just dress up and automatically claim/fill 
the roles of Masters/Mistresses and attend social jerk 
off gatherings, doing nothing but merely stroking each 
others egos. 


Ultimately the future is in our hands to restore evil 
and genuine diabolism amongst those who seek 
something authentic and truly horrific in nature; 
ultimately restoring the plague and scare that once 
used to be Satanic Panic among the masses, back 
when ritualistic murders were rampant and news 
channels were covering the fear mongering 
phenomenon that brought death and chaos in it’s 
midst. 


BLOODIED VALOR 
Blair Tyrant 


Frater Maleficus XIII E > 


GOEUIA DAEMONIVA E 


RITUAL OF REMEMBRANCE 


A Documented Experience 


The writing below is of a documented experience of 
which entails indulging in a remembrance ritual. 


In this | will discuss what was ultimately done, 
learnt, and as well felt from the whole ordeal. 


It was a late night, approximately around 1:00am, | 
sat in a dark room reminiscing about an old friend who 
had recently passed around that given time, | sat 
there flushed with memories which brought me to 
tears. The night as well involved some drinking and 
morbid thinking, the death of my friend brought me a 
obsession with the idea of life and ultimately death, 
in which led me to thinking of a way | could pay 
homage to my fallen brother. 


So | decided | would drive to the graveyard in which 
he had been buried in, with me | brought a dagger, 
candles, and something that he had valued in his 


fleshly times; which happened to be a can of 
Budweiser, he always enjoyed sitting around a fire 
with his buddies and enjoying a few brewskis. 


On my drive | listened to a song of which he enjoyed, 
which happened to be “Hell Awaits” by Slayer. Upon 
arriving at the graveyard | began to venture towards 
his plot which was located on top of a hill next toa 
peach tree, as soon as | made it | began to layout my 
candles in a circular arrangement around his grave 
stone, after lighting them | kneeled down and began 
to speak to him; | sat there thanking him for being 
there and teaching me values in which | will never 
forget. 


Upon some time of speaking | began to cut my hand 
open with the dagger and allowing the blood to flow 
and ultimately fall on top of his gravestone, as the 
blood flowed | began to chant and draw sigils with the 
crimson elixir. 


In those moments | felt a connection and comfort in 
this newfound experience, | as well felt all the 
emotions | felt prior to the visit begin to channel into 
the surrounding air, which | could best compare to the 
feeling you get when the light of a full moon touches 
your skin. 


| would definitely recommend this paying of respect 
to anyone who has lost someone close to them, and as 
well | recommend your journal your own and 
experience; as ultimately it’s documentation can 
come in handy for future inquiries or memorable 
recall. 


This part of the book is for you Jake, rest easy buddy. 


THE ORDER OF NINE ANGLES FALLACY 


Over the years the identity of Anton Long has raised a 
lot of rumors and skepticism. 


Many seem to believe the man to be behind the nym 
was no other than David Myatt himself, which 
ultimately isn’t true to its entirety. The Order of Nine 
Angles was originally created by David Myatt as an 
online idea, through his imagination and sad attempts 
of sock puppet Yahoo accounts in which he had in 
depth conversations with himself through created 
personas that aligned with his narrative and overall 
goal. 


In reality the Order of Nine Angles was merely just an 
attempt at David Myatt's way of living forever through 
an idea and legacy; which inevitably he would 
ultimately shoot himself in the foot by eventually 
denouncing the Order and eventually becoming 
another case of being a “reformed” individual. Overall 
the truth is, and always was, that the ONA never 
actually held any true deeds and meaning other than 
merely being a psyop for a man’s personal gain. 


Now as for who claimed the nym “Anton Long” is still 
debated to this day, but overall it doesn’t change the 
fact of the utter failure of what the ONA was and 
forever will remain as. 


Many modern day Nexions aim to detach from the 
Order itself, but truly even attempts such as these 
will forever keep the fraud of David Myatt as a 
thriving agent, these ideas of departing Nexions which 
aim to establish their own praxis will still forever 
remain contributors of failed ideologies. Of course 
many Niners will remain in denial of this reality, 
merely due to the overall inability to understand what 
their order has become and had ultimately always 
been. 


Nothing more than the nerdy attempts of David Myatt 
and his lack of understanding what Satanism is and 
always was. 


SECRET LOLITA 


By Draco Noktul 


Roland Cowert in the bland grips of boredom and 
fatigue flipped through the smut magazine while he 
took long drags from his Pall Mall cigarette. He was 
standing behind the counter by the cash register while 
he worked the graveyard shift at the triple x adult 
video and bookstore The Serpent's Tongue. The 
Serpent's Tongue was his store and was located in the 
seedy heart of Belgium's red light district. The porn 
store was a one-story building that was about the size 
of a classroom, although the cluttered walls were 
packed to the gills with adult VHS tapes, pornography 
magazines and erotica literature covering many 
different sordid genres and fetishes. 


Also, a large variety of sex toys such as dildos, 
vibrators and synthetic vaginas also known as flesh 
lights were available inside the glass counters near 
the cash register. Only men were allowed in the 
shadowy degenerate concrete enclave known as the 
arcade. It was against the law to give a woman a 
ticket to the arcade because of the fear of 


prostitution and all the illegal complications that 
come with the crime. Prostitution was legal in this 
area but it was illegal for Roland to profit from it as a 
store owner so prostitution was prohibited from his 
shop. 

It was extremely rare to have a female customer in 
the store so that was not a problem. 


Once in a blue moon a woman would accompany her 
boyfriend into the store and the denizens of depravity 
in The Serpent's Tongue would either stare at her in 
utter disbelief like she belonged to some strange alien 
species or stare at her like she was a piece of raw red 
meat and they were rabid hungry dogs looking for a 
meal. That type of unwanted attention usually 
resulted in a short visit from the couple and a quick 
escape out of the exit door. In the back of the 
building separated from the rest of the store was an 
adult arcade which consisted of ten small porn 
theaters divided by half-walls that had one television 
screen installed into a wall along with two bright 
digital buttons used to switch the featured adult film. 


A ticket had to be requested and purchased for a 
customer to be allowed into the arcade. Before 
working in this porn store Roland did not have a 
problem with gay people, most likely because at that 


time he was fortunate enough to have had very little 
contact with them. 

Working in this store had quickly changed his opinion 
for the worse about gays. Night after night he had to 
hear the vile animalistic and debauched sounds 
coming out of the arcade, and then he had to clean up 
after whatever abominations had taken place back 
there in that befouled place. 


This was a rancid activity that always made Roland 
want to vomit and quickly made him abhor 
homosexuals and their sick lifestyles. He hated 
queers; they spread disease and general degeneracy, 
profligacy and filth wherever they went. What type of 
demented freak would favor. 


Secret Lolita 


Draco Noktul 


MR to. 


INFERNAL BLESSINGS TO 
COMMANDANT CULTUS/ANTON 
BLENZIG. 


Required Readings of Satanic Front 


THE BLIGHTED PATH ISSUE 1 
THE SF HANDBOOK 
The Grand Grimoire 
Goetia Daemonium 
Lesser Key of Solomon 

Las, Bas, Huysmans, Joris-Karl 

Book of Coming Forth by Night. Aquino, Micheal. 
Diabolicon. Aquino, Michael. 
Game of Saturn . M a r k Adams, Peter. 


Demogorgon. Scavr, Valentin. 


CONTACT 


Satanicfront@protonmail.com 
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